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Friday t 6 May
I set off for Newdhurch again, my second visit there this week.
When I got out on to the open of the Little Mountain the lap-
wings were wheeling about the hill by scores, hurtling and rustling
with their wings, squirling and wailing, tumbling and lurching on
every side, very much disturbed, anxious and jealous about their
nests. As I entered the fold of Gilfach y rheol, Janet issued from the ;
house door and rushed across the yard and turning the corner of the
wain-house I found the two younger ladies assisting at the castration
of the lambs, catching and holding the poor little beasts and standing
by whilst the operation was performed, seeming to enjoy the spec-
tacle. It was the first time I had seen clergyman's daughters helping
to castrate lambs or witnessing that operation and it rather gave me
a turn of disgust at first. But I made allowance for them and con-
sidered in how rough a way the poor children have been brought
up, so that they thought no harm of it, and I forgave them. I am
glad however that Emmeline was not present, and Sarah was of
course out of the way. Matilda was struggling in a pen with a large
stout white lamb, and when she had mastered him and got him well
between her legs and knees I ventured to ask where her father was,
She signified by a nod and a word that he was advancing behind me,
and turning I saw him crossing the yard with his usual outstretched
hand and cordial welcome. I don't think the elder members of the
family quite expected that the young ladies would be caught by a
morning caller castrating lambs, and probably they would have
selected some other occupation for them had they foreseen
the coming of a guest. However they carried it off uncommonly
well.
Monday, 9 May
Now the various tints of green mount one over another up the
hanging woods of Penllan above the dingle. Over the level line of
brilliant larch green rises the warmer golden green brown of the
oaks. But the most brilliant green of all is the young green of the
beeches. The brilliance of the beeches is almost beyond belief. The
turtles were trilling softly and deeply in the dingles as I went up the
steep orchard. The grass was jewelled with cowslips and orchises.
The dingle was lighted here and there with wild cherry, bird cherry,
the Welsh name of which being interpreted is 'the tree on which

